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	1. Chapter 1

**Title: Observational Study**

**Summary: **_**Walter finally decides to take Paige out on a date. He takes Toby's advice on how to go about it. **_

**DISCLAIMER: I do not own **_**/scorpion**_**. This story is for entertainment purposes only. I make no profit and no infringement of copyrights is intended.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1<strong>

_Things come apart so easily when they have been held together with lies. ~ Dorothy Allison_

* * *

><p>Walter eased the blue Malibu around the curved drive and parked alongside the walkway, as close to the building as he could get.<p>

"Um, Walter. I don't think we can park here." Paige's head was swiveling on her shoulders as she observed the nearly empty parking lot and grounds. "Are you sure this place is even open? There's no one here." She turned a questioning look at her companion.

The genius wasn't feeling very much like a genius in that moment. He cut the engine and sat staring, unfocused, at the instrument panel. "I can't do this," he muttered.

"Do what?" Paige asked. "Walter, what's going on; you're acting really strange."

He turned then to face her. The waning light of dusk softened her features. Walter had been aware for some time that he found his team liaison aesthetically pleasing, but he couldn't remember a time when he'd been so struck by her beauty. For a moment, he was unable to answer, partly because he was committing the image of her in the twilight to memory, and partly because he felt guilty about the ruse he used to lure her here.

"I…um…I lied to you."

Paige sat silently beside him, looking confused. Walter continued, speaking fast as he blurted out his confession. "This is all a trick and if you want to forget all about it, I'll understand and I can take you home, but this was Toby's idea and I just figured he must know something about this since he and Happy are together now, even though from what I heard he made some really stupid mistakes before they got together but it all worked out, so I thought I should take his suggestion and it seemed like it was working ok, but I just don't feel right lying to you."

He was beginning to feel lightheaded so he stopped and took a deep breath, during which Paige placed a hand on his arm.

"Walter, you are not making any sense at all. What did Toby tell you to do and what are you lying to me about?"

Staring down at her hand, Walter took a few more deep breaths. He raised his eyes to look into hers and tried his best to explain something he didn't really understand himself. "Toby said that I should pretend that I was bringing you here to help you learn more about Astronomy, since Ralph loves it so much. He said that would take the pressure off; that neither of us would be nervous this way. But lying to you about this is making me so nervous I don't think I could tell Cassiopeia from the Big Dipper. So it's obviously not working and I should just take you home and we should both pretend this never happened."

"I still don't understand what _**this**_ is. What are you lying about?" Paige repeated.

"It's a date," Walter mumbled.

"A what?" Paige gasped.

* * *

><p><strong>Authors Notes: Short, I know; but this will be about 4 or 5 chapters, so there's more to come. <strong>
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* * *

><p>Chapter 2<p>

_Love is the extremely difficult realization that something other than oneself is real. ~__Iris Murdoch_

* * *

><p>"<em>It's a date," Walter mumbled.<em>

"_A what?" Paige gasped._

Walter released his seatbelt so he could turn completely and face the woman who was his teammate. Maybe he should call a cab to take her home? After his explanation and another apology, the long ride home might be too uncomfortable.

"Would you like me to call you a cab instead?"

Paige inhaled deeply. Walter recognized this as something she sometimes did when Ralph did something that exasperated her. He thought he could almost see her lips move as she silently counted to ten.

"Walter….Patrick….O'Brien! Would you stop skipping ahead and explain to me how this is a _date_?"

The words were spoken in a quiet, calm voice. Walter suddenly realized one reason why Ralph was so well behaved. There was a promise of retribution underlying that voice that he had no intention of testing.

"After…well, after Linda and I decided we should just be friends, I thought for a while of reengaging with the speed dating group; but as you know, repeating an action and expecting a different result is…well…it isn't very smart."

Looking down, the genius spied a stray thread in the seam of his jeans. He began to toy with it as he continued his narrative.

"This may um… seem surprising but um… aside from the times Linda was pretending to enjoy our association, I've never had any luck with dating or um… any sort of um… romantic activities. I decided to approach the problem with a bit more scientific…" The thread broke and Walter flicked it off his finger, belatedly realizing that he'd opened a small hole in the seam. He brushed at the area with a fingertip, then clasped his hands together in his lap to avoid any further nervous destruction of his wardrobe. "…more scientific means. I created a chart of every date or romantic encounter I've ever had, going all the way back to the time Mary O'Connor kissed me in the back of the classroom in primary school."

Paige giggled at that. Walter looked up and smiled. Somehow, if Paige was amused he felt he didn't have a reason to be nervous anymore.

"After reviewing all this data…"

Paige snorted.

"It's more than you might think," he protested. "I'm not Toby, but I haven't been a monk, either!"

Paige hid her grin behind her hand and nodded, indicating that he should continue.

"After reviewing the data, I came to the conclusion that I've only had one such encounter that I can remotely consider successful. So I decided that, if I wanted to have any sort of interpersonal connection with another person, I should pursue the person with whom I had that encounter, and determine if that success was simply a statistical aberration, or indication of a sincere attraction."

"I see," Paige mumbled, all trace of humor vanished. "So you're going to get in touch with this person and give it another try, I guess? I still don't see how that connects to us being _here_."

Feeling suddenly emboldened, Walter reached over and took one of Paige's hands in his. He gently stroked a thumb along the lines of her palm. "That one encounter, Paige? That was the night we got back from our trip on the weather balloon. You could hardly call it a date; but it was certainly…uh…romantic and…uh…quite successful."

"But…but you said… you said your attraction was nothing but a vestigial something or other from cavemen!"

"A vestigial affectation from cavemen, based on the symmetry of your face; but I…. I lied then, too."

"So on the occasion of the only successful romantic encounter of your entire life, you lied?"

Walter sat silent. Paige's eyes grew suddenly wide.

"So the only… the only successful romantic encounter… of your entire life was… was _**me**_?"

* * *

><p>April 17, 2016<p>

**Author's Note** - After the ending of 2.23 _Chernobyl Intentions_, I thought the Waige community could use something a bit less frustrating. I know this chapter may not fully satisfy, but I promise, Chapter 3 will be up soon and I think it will soothe the Waige shipper frustrations.
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* * *

><p>Chapter 3<p>

_Dignity - The moment you live your dreams, not because of what it will prove or get you, but because that is all you want to do. ~ Shannon L. Alder_

* * *

><p>"<em>So the only… the only successful romantic encounter… of your entire life was… was <em>_**me**__?"_

Walter nodded. "I seem to approach success in this area with a pattern of lying. I uh… I should probably work on that."

"But why the big ruse?" Paige asked.

"Despite what I said at the time, the kiss was quite successful; but I still had never managed a successful date with anyone. I realized that on every date I've ever had, I was nervous and uncomfortable, which led to clumsiness and um… unfortunate choices of conversation… among other difficulties. Since nervousness is a behavioral issue, I consulted Toby. His recommendation was to arrange a date that would not be perceived as a date. He was quite helpful in coming up with the entire subterfuge. But then I found I was more nervous about lying to you than I'd ever been while actually on a date, so I determined the best course of action would be to confess the sham and… and accept whatever retribution might result."

"Retribution?" Paige turned and faced the window for a moment. Walter noticed her shoulders were shaking slightly. He'd expected anger. He wasn't prepared for tears, since he couldn't recall ever seeing Paige cry, regardless of the many times she'd had ample provocation. When she turned back, he saw the glistening lacrimal fluid in her eyes. He also saw the broad grin. Had she… been laughing?

"Walter," she began, unable to completely suppress a giggle. "Why don't you tell me what we're really supposed to be doing tonight and I promise, if you want me to go on this date with you, I'll say yes."

"Yes?"

"Yes."

Walter glanced at his watch. "I um… we should actually probably get going or we'll be late," he said. "I'll tell you more about it on the way." He proceeded to open his door just as Paige turned in her seat to face forward and pulled at the seatbelt to refasten it. Noticing, Walter reached a hand over to stop her. "No. Our date really is here."

"But they're obviously closed, Walter. I'm sure we can find something else to do."

"They are closed," he countered, "to everyone except us." Walter stepped out of the car and walked around to the other side. Seeing that she was still engaged in gathering her purse, he was pleased to give Paige the gentlemanly treatment on their first date by opening the door for her. When she was nearly standing, he belatedly took her hand to offer his assistance. He ruefully realized he should have brushed up on the behavior expected of a gentleman on a date. Was it even proper to open the door for one's date, or was that now considered antiquated? If Megan were still alive, she could have provided much better advice than Toby. He pushed that thought away. Thinking of Megan, even in a happy context, could still cause the sudden return of grief and he wasn't willing to risk that tonight.

After he closed the door, he continued holding her hand, guiding her up onto the walkway and towards the terraces behind the Observatory. He smiled, realizing that, if nothing else, assisting Paige had given him an excuse to take her hand and hold it as they traversed the grounds.

"A little while ago I did some work on the statistical analysis programs they use here at the Griffith Observatory," he told her excitedly as they made their way past the astronomers monument. "They're usually closed on Mondays, but since the Board owes me a favor, they agreed to allow me to set up a private dinner on the terrace. Later we'll get a private showing in the planetarium, followed by some time at the telescopes in the observatory itself. It'll be much better than anything we can view using the telescope on the roof at Scorpion."

* * *

><p>The sun was descending quickly as they reached the terrace. Paige gasped at the view of the city laid out beneath them. The lights of three parallel highways stretched into the distance, appearing to meet at the horizon. Turning, she could see the illuminated HOLLYWOOD sign towards the east. It seemed to float in the darkening sky. She'd been surprised when Walter did not immediately release her hand, but now she disengaged in order to run to the railing, wanting to absorb the breathtaking view.<p>

Walter wandered over to one of the observation binoculars, and soon gestured for her to join him. "You can see the garage from here," he told her, indicating that she should look through the lens of the device. Obediently, she took a peek, and smiled. She could just make out the rooftop of the building. It was lit up and she wondered if the others were having another impromptu party. She was surprised that even Walter managed to locate the garage so quickly in the sea of buildings that was Los Angeles. Standing up carefully, so as not to jostle the instrument, she froze momentarily when she realized that her date was standing closer than she could ever recall him being. Adding to his unusual proximity, his left hand was resting lightly on her hip. She could feel the warmth of his arm through the thin silk of her blouse, just at the small of her back. She turned slowly, and looked up into his warm eyes, the color of rich, dark coffee. She was only inches from him, and she swallowed, not sure if it was wise to press Walter, but wanting nothing more than to crush her lips to his.

They were completely alone, on a clear autumn evening, with the lights of the city behind them and the illuminated building providing an enchanted setting. A soft breeze was blowing, and Paige shivered. She wasn't sure if it was the coolness of the evening air or the charged atmosphere. It was the most romantic moment she had ever experienced.

"Walter," she began, embarrassed to note that her voice came out more like a croak than the sultry whisper she'd been going for. She cleared her throat and started over. "Walter, that kiss… the successful one?"

"Yeah," he answered, and nodded briefly.

She watched as he licked his lips, but she wasn't sure if he was anxious… or excited.

"Do you think, maybe… we should… repeat the experiment?"

He nodded. "I think…we'll… have to… at some point," he agreed.

"Uh… no time like the present?" She cocked her head, hoping that for once, Walter O'Brien would get the hint.

He did. After a moment's hesitation, he leaned forward, closed his eyes and gently laid his lips on hers. The hand that had moved to her back when she turned drew her towards him as he brought his other hand up, combing his fingers through her hair until he cradled the back of her head, steadying it so that he could exert more pressure on her mouth. She opened her lips and sighed, as her own arms came up to encircle his shoulders, one hand raking through the short hair that she suddenly wished he hadn't just had cut. She'd dreamed of running her fingers through the riotous curls he had when they first met.

This was nothing like the frenzied intensity of their first kiss. It was gentle, loving, and sweet, but there was undeniable passion, too. Paige could feel the slight tremor that shuddered through Walter's muscles, matching the excited quivering of her own. He tightened his arms and she felt as if their bodies were liquid; molding together in a warm, fluid pairing of hip to hip and chest to chest. She felt when his own lips parted and he tentatively grazed his tongue over her bottom lip and across the tops of her teeth. Meeting this intrusion, she lightly fluttered the tip of her own tongue against his, then teased him with a light nibble on his lower lip.

Suddenly his arms, his hips, his mouth were all gone and she nearly stumbled at the lack of support.

Opening her eyes, she saw Walter about five feet away, bent over with his hands on his knees.

"Oh boy," he whispered.

* * *

><p>April 17, 2016<p> 


End file.
